68                      THE  KINGS AMOUR.

And as I gazed at him in terror, my hair stood
straight up on my head. And then, all at once
I uttered a terrible cry. And I exclaimed : Ha ! so
thou art here again. Thou shalt not escape me, this
second time.

Then that old mime looked at me, with dread-
ful eyes, and he said slowly: Thy memory is of the
shortest. And as he spoke, I shuddered, and started,
for he used her very words. And as I stood staring
at him, like a picture painted on a wall, he said
again with a mocking smile : Art thou, then, so sure,
that we have met only once before? Is this only
the second time?

And even as he spoke, that old mime disappeared:
and in his place, there stood before me the old ascetic,
at whom my wife had laughed, when he pricked his
foot with a blade of grass. And he said: Dost thou
not remember me, or is thy recollection still at fault?
And I looked at him, amazed. And as I did so,
once again he disappeared: and I saw before me the
old Bhikshu, who met me with my father long ago,
before the palace gates. And he said to me, very
slowly: O child, born in the shadow of a sin, didst
thou imagine thou couldst escape the ripening of the
fruit of the creeper of crime?

And then again, he was gone: and I was left alone.
And as at first, I saw before me nothing but the empty
road